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About the Poet 


Ahmad Nadeem Qasimi ( 1916-2006}, one of 
Pakistan's legendary Urdu pooes and writers, Was 
one of these rare individuals whose contributions 
te pactry and fetien merit equal admiration, A 
legend ov his lifetarne. QQaserni gained reoognatien in 
an age thar contained the must tenowned stalwarts 
of beth foteon ard poctry en Urdu literature. 

His pectry stood out for its unflinching | 
humaniven and (Qasimi's Urdy fetion ts comudered 
second only oo Premebiane in ats masterful 
depiction af rural culture. He ale edited the 
prestigpenais literary pronnals Wages and Pancont. 

Ahmad Nadeem Gham was one of the founders 
of the Progressive Writers Mewerme|rst. He was first 
artevted an DSM? for his progressive views and 
eralutced imprisonment many times over the next 
thirty vears for his active involvervent with the 
cna. 

He was a recipient of the President's Pride of 
Performance in 1968, and the Pakistan Academy of 
Leteers lifetime achievement award. as well as the 
commetry's highest civil homer. the Sitara-i-Limeiaz, 
fer his contritention to Urdu literacure, 


About the Translator 


Daud Kamal (1935-1987) was one of Pakistan's 
most accomplished poets and a proneer in 
translating Urdu poetry ino Engl, He was 
Loown te trandare ports whose work he deemed 
caceptional in terms of skill. language. and 
cicativiry. 

Borin Abbottabad, he graduated with 
divtincrion from the Universiev of Peshawar; and 
obrained his Tripos from the Universiry of 
Cambridge, UK. He was appointed professor and 
chairman ot the Deparemenc of English, Universing 
of Peshawar in (80) and continued to serve in this 
persiticrrn cell tes leach 

Pan Kamal published his free verse translation 
Qhwily Kererberctons in 190 hathed by many as 
the lscst rendering of the master in English. The 
first collection of his pocens appeared in 1973, te 
bee followed by many others, 
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INTRODUCTION 


A few words about Daud Kamal. 

Dati Kamal was net only a marvelous poct but an even mare 
ru cls transiater, He came lo Urdu bterature date, but he made op 
for time best by his stiperh rendering of Pare, Qasim, Munir Siast and 
samc of Paras, who game as ded Dead from ther beloved Frentiece 
prowinge Tt has been sant that the trinsaten of a pecm is anther 
Paci afd sme Rave even pore so far as to saw Thal poeiry cannot be 
translated, We shoul! be glind the those whie say such things stop 
Fight there and dhe na gooon ts propose that poets should mot be 
translated it all. Were that i he so. can we even begin to omicine 
haw much poser the world world be woth the magic of poetry created 
Inone language and culuure staying forever confined to that culture? 

Faiz, Whe found in Daud Kamal one whem the spon. the mise of 
Pactey Moved its deepest sense atid whi he consadered an English 
Poel ol real meet and wnaceriate, ance saad Cheat on translating hom, 
sureties Dito fal sated away. berg a poet birrself, When | was 
Wairkanye weeks [Dane Werke aed fut Gorrespenrleed at lime alistance, 
[from Vaesna. he trom Peshawar — on a collection of Fas trartstation, 
(test publestied ony sew Pelha ant the [YROs sand by Ciaford Unversity 
Pre as naan enlarged editien here ot Pakastan last vear) | world 
samchimes part out iw [asad that the rendering was oot a precise 
translation of ther werent, Usd weld tesywand thar what he ned 
rendered was the poem as vt hal revealed itself ter him, as hee tad felt 
at. And | think he was meh. theurch | may not have seem tis pent at 
the time. If you can capture and transmit the ine spuntiof a perm ora 
linc of verse and get meh. capture its poet truth, yeu have 
succeeded in doing what is the hardest thing te elo an literature: 
translate poetry inte poetry. 

Did began toe write poctry while at school — and in English, As | 
wrote above, he came be Urdu late and for bringing fom te Ural anal 
oprning to hin the endless vanety and richness of Urdu poetry, both 
classical and modern, we are in Prof. Mazhar Ab Khan's debt, who 
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r Verse 
the wagers ber cemptisks te hing the pecm fren ™ hat is one unt 


day gether bs THEE. Hoinay be herenical Wr sugeest ahs, scab aoa te 
thimlatien of the poo that opens this volume cacels the ie We 
its atkecep aca power Consider these lines: A ne“ un a ) hice ‘ ne 
davil dan't know whether trem the casi yr the esi From the s 
the beam at the earth But a elerous cum hich ‘all si i 
despair/And wall shine foreset Daud’ s tramsiatean wt the paen 8 teers 
makes one sit upo Decenved by the diss nt’ flower awokesTo see all its 
Elkewhere, his moonlight cotls itself 
powimids Lash fas face and pulaces 


have transhited se meeny His guacitis, 


petals wither! Lost spuirrey 
arcund the post like a serpent. has , 
of memery and towers of hope stand in the never-endine Geren ot 
pain. The blindielbed bull stands “friendless under the hot sun’ raking 
the poct wonder whe he does nem charge his turmenters. Dau 
transivtes Chases Meh weil at fewre tna black ohooh. with stars 1 
her eves and dawnen ber bps. His recreation of Qasinar’s lines about 
ine arial chanee. Daud renders wah corsuenmate beats Cites arc 
bul here ince were ruin And songs a jee Eeho on the valley of 
wolves, CQasarm”s saitir be LTTE 4epe ae those who dircam of revelation 
hurt sf proninubeadl prt senshctewr, V3atial tramsduies ast The mvadutien dha 
fires/the aavimater at ey Ereerds!is Lien arrow that has never lett 
the hows varavan in search af a guide — the printfot/a parily sed! 
fount, 

Saadit Husam Manta saa forewords were UNnneces aTy He 
compared them bo the lithe: bay whe rides tn Prom of the bridegroom 
to the bride's howse, Sao let me oot stamd berwecen the pet “urbil his 
transiater, and yi fine pair they make in this collection, which. though 
shim. we can nly be grateful for, 


Kltalil Hasan 
Wiarshine lien 
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FLOWER ON A GRAVE 


The Inner Arctic 


Rays 

Which were picked up by an exhausted sun 
As acrone picks up broken twigs 

And half-extinguished embers 

Have now returned 

Transformed into sparkling snowflakes, 
Ice-age incrua—froven rags of man. 
Winds 

Which have blown and burned 

For centuries 

Have been crippled, have collapsed. 
The earth's tongue is paralysed, 

Eves stone-blind 

Lips blue 
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FLOWER GS 4 GRAVE 


Ani arms lifeless. 

All around 

A temivine wilderness ol white 

In whieh our screams turn inte an avalanche. 


But there 1s the possibility 

Of spnnge—of lite. 

Anew sum will nse ome diry— 

Tilun't know whether from the csst 

Or the west 

From the sky or the bosom of the carth— 
But a glories san 

Which wall annihilate despair 

And wall shine forever. 


~4 October | OS? 
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aS 


Mist 


Wlist-crnstiroucdedl 

The sun rises 

Like a dise of tarnished copper, 
Static inee-shadiews— 

Bare branches— 

A blighted landscape. 
Deceived by the Dawn 

A flower awoke 

To see all its petals wither. 
Lost sparrow. On the read 
The loud tap-tap of horses— 
Whirl clust. 

A halloon-seller 
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FLOWER ON A GRAVE 


In a street empty of children 

Doesn't know whether to cry 

Or hold his tongue. 

Chimney-smoke—dark minaret—alissolves 

Tn the ur. 

An obstinate child keeps asking his mother repeatedly; 
Where is the morming? When will it come? 

The mutinows sun has thrown overboard 

All the norms of nature, Time walks 

On leprous feet. Blowches even on radiant faces. 


Leaves fall from the tree of love. 


- 3 October 1982 
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FLOWER ON A GRAVE 
Ghost Town 


The moon had blanched 

the colours of night. 

I walked through a town 
where only walls were visible, 
Roofs had caved in 

Only shadows in the streets. 
Bodies Were absent. 


— 14 August 1982 
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FLOWER ON A CRAVE 
Ghazal — a fragment 


Alone 
| must traverse this darkness— 


My shadow has fallen on the way 


And the wolves of night 
Have devoured it. 


Moonlight 

Coils around me— 

Fatal serpent that she 1s— 
And sharp winds 

Lash my face. 


I have buclt 

Palaces of memory— 
Towers of hope 
In this never-ending desert 
Of pain 


I vou want 

Tu know 

How the ship was wrecked, 
Ask the drvawned satlor— 
Ask the murderous sea, 
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FLOWER ON A GRANE 


Ourlandish Poetry 


te 

Verses— 
Hieroglyphics 
On 

The 

Walls 

OW 
Tomorow— 
Language 

OF 
Blood-Petals 
Which 

No 


Understands, 
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FLOWER 1s A GRAVE 


Blindfolded Bull 


Hide thicker 

Than the whip. Does the pain 
Never penetrate his bones? 
He merely twitches 

His cars 

Frendless under the hot sun. 
Why doesn't he charge 

With his black-tipped horns 
And nip open 

The bellics of his tormentors— 
Trample them 

Under his tom hooves? 
[roster 

He fogs himself 

With his owe tail— 

Acolvie in # dark cave— 
Sacrificial bulfoor, 


- 77 May 1983 
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BLOWER Os A CRAVE 
Queen of Ebany 


ight is rt 

As enel 

And bloodthirsty 

As the tribal elders say. 
or is slie 

The shadow of the moon 
On urocky peninsula. 
Liowk! 

There she comes— 
Carrying a gift for you 
Which | am not allowed 
To see. 

Don't be frightened 

By her black cloak. 
There ure stars 

In her eves — 

Dawn on her lips. 


— 27 May 1983 
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ee A GRAVE 
The Bridled Passion 


The charity 

of vour body 

SUP sch 

That of any 

Smow-fecl stream 

And no mountain lake 
Can mateh the serenity 
Of your face, 

But in your heart 

Is the epicentre 

Of all canhquakes— 
Cauklron 

OF leaping flames. 
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FLOWER OS A GRAVE 
Srone 


Don't sculpt in samc, my 
Look for stone. 

Only stone makes 

A durable work of art. 
Red ruby which thts callous world 
Calls the heart. 

Blue sapphire and in tt 

The eve of betrayal. 

Jade of the soul 

Streaked with gnef’s reality. 


ood artist. 
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FLOWER O% A GRAY 


White marble complaisant to the touch. 
And, then, there ts 

The legendary diamond of justice too 
Which only the meh can buy. 


Misbegotten values 

Of a mishegotten age. 
Grotesque philosophies. 
Poctry, dance, music, painting. 
My undependable muse. 

Your mcarcerated intellect. 
All are worthless. 

ALL art 1s trash, 

Your hands are stone 

And so is my longue. 

Don't sculpt in sand, my good artist. 


- 13 June 1983 
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FLOWER OS A ORAVE 


Man—The Eternal Enigma 


What a strange creature 
Is man! 

He veurns for that 
Which does not exist 
But whatever 

He is given 

He loses ne lime 

In squandering. 
Suicidal nihilist 

That he as! 

He secks 

The imaginary 

Tre thier revsl 

And the real 

Tn the wnaginiry, 


- 16 June 1983 
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FLOWER ON A GRAVE 
fomorrow 


Froven darkness all around 
And no way out 


But man 

Sustained by human dignity 
Lives on 

In the hope 

That the first touch 

Of dawn 

Will melt 

This black tundra. 


We awail 
The sun's triumphant return— 


The knizht 


In the golden armour. 


= l& June 1483 
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FLOWER ON A GHAVE 


Resurgence 


There is nothing to fear 

As long as the creative urge 

Is alive, 

A, bud blossoms 

Abt the very spot 

From where the Mower fell, 
The branch struck by lightning 
Is now clad 

In the garment of new leaves, 
Autumn has never cancelled spring. 
This is the essence of life, 
Cities are built 

Where once were ruins 

And songs of joy 

Echo in the valley of wolves, 
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FLOWER ON A GRAVE 


There 1s nothing to fear 

As long as the creative urge 
Is alive. 

This is the essence of life, 
Death's icy hand 

Cannot touch vou 

As long as 

Sunbeams quiver on the snow, 
Darkness cannot coagulate 

As long as 

Lamps continue to radiate light. 
Nlan is al war 

With his own fate. 

This 18 the essence of life. 
There 1s nothing to fear 

AS long as the creative urge 
Is alive. 


— 16 June 1985 
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The Evening-Star 


When the evening-star appeared 


All the flowers 

Lifted their heads 
From the dark tide 

In which 

They were submerged. 
They looked 

At the dazzling star 
With profound admiration 
And whispered 

To one another: 

He is one of us. 

He is the harbinger 

Of celestial spring. 


= 17 June 19RS 
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FLOWER OS A GRAVE 
Village Well 


Roepe of blood 
slithers 

fron 

her hand— 
ccnled snake 
leisurely bathing— 
and then 

the emergence 
of an old 
leather bucket 
dnpping 
priceless gems 
of 

walter, 


— 17 Jume 1983 
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FLOWER Of A GRAVE 


The Still-barn Revalution 


The revolution 
that fires 

the imaginalion 
of my friends 
is like 

an arrow 

that has never 
left the bow— 
a caravan 

in search of 
is guide — 
the print 

aft 


a paralysed foot, 


— 3 July 1983 
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FLOWER OS A GRAVE 
Africa 


The earth 

spins around 

anew axis. 

Snow falls knee-deep 
on the deserts 

and the polar regions 
are being lashed 

by suvage sandstorms. 
A host 

of vanquished suns 
stagger and fall 

on the westerm front. 
A new day 

dawns 

from the blazing forehead 
of darkest Afmieca. 


— 26 August 1984 


Scanned with CamScanner 


tL aa 


= a a 
goeovus & UF 
# 


= LBs ett : we 
bt 


7 ot 
— ee al ee = ce 


ala | 
ae ee Ol —it 
to 

fh es tle Ger —_ I 
; I f 


43 


Scanned with CamScanner 


FLOWER ON A GRAVE 


Remoteness 


You are very far 

and so is God 

but you are nev God, 

God is bevond space and ume. 

You | have touched. 

embraced, thought, and even understowd. 
Rut now you are far 

as God is far. 


I have seen 

the consequences of remoteness. 
Thinking that God ts remote, 
man fragmented Him 

into a thousand deitics— 
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FLOWER OS A GRAVE 


he carved out their images 
and set them up in cold gloomy temples 


and worshipped them through desolate centuries. 


But you are brimful 

with vitalily—your blood sings 

in your veins—your pores radiate the light 
of dawn—vyour lips are ardent music— 
your body is the symmetry of dance, 

You are human. 

You are colour, poetry, loveliness, 

You are life, 


It's said 

that those who are sundered 
are eventually reconciled— 
those who eo away 

come back. Bul you— 
neither Goud ner deitvy— 

diy nol return ... 

a not return ... 


— 2 September 
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FLOWER ON A GRAVE 


The Burning Taper 
a fragment 


[i's a lie 

that death is a void— 
a bottomless pit. 

lam a river 

and my destination 

Is the sea. 


Life 

is o burning taper. 
I, ton, shall die 
but not before 

T have ushered in 
the dawn. 


— 14 September 1954 
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Flower on a Grave 


Soon after 

it stopped raining 

I went out 

for a stroll 

and saw 

it Wild flower 

burst inte glory 
Ona Wayside grave 
(a suicide's”), 

I heard 

Screams of pain 
and hideous laughter 
deep diwn 

in the earth, 
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Writing 


The wind writes 

on water—the sea 
on sand. All artists — 
celebrants of life. 


A shooting star 
scribbles grafiiti— 
leaves draw circles 
in the air. 


The spider-web 
hehind the door 
is. im itself, 


an astronomer’s chart. 


Even the dust 
is literate— 


you'll find its signature 


everywhere. 
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FLOWER ON A GRAVE 
Odalisque 


The wind turnbles 

the clouds— 

caresses them 

and then transforms them 
magically 

Inte a palace 


of Arabian Nights splendour, 


On the seventh storey 
a window 

is flung open... 

an cxlalisque 

(carved out of onyx— 
she seems) 

sits combing her hair. 
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I cannot 

take my eyes off her. 

Then, suddenly, a cat 

pounces on a squirrel, 

T look again 

but the sun is too hot... 
evervihing has melted—vapourized., 


— 28 October 1984 
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FLOWER ON A GRAVE 
Green Cliffs 


Those who cry oul against oppression 
Will be shackled and chained— 
Their screams stifled. 

Hut for worse 

Is the fute of those 

Who run the gauntlet 

Of Conlemplucius eves. 

In the mirror of art 

I discovered 

That all beauty 

Is the creation of man. 

The cliff-faces 

Atthe cdge of the sea 

Are Irigrant with greenery 
Proving that even stones live, 
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FLOWER ON A GRA WE 


And as for those who are 
Terrified by the wolves of night 
There is always hope— 

The spear of dawn, 

Smash the Jooking-glass of vanity 
And you will see 

That you are no different 

From olber men. 

Why plague your mind 

With what is good 

And what is bad. 

Only one thing 

Is worth investigating 

And that is 

The pattern of fife, 

Infterpretaiions may vary 

But the text is the same. 

1, tuo, have seen 

The writing on the wall. 

In the middle of this wasteland 
Grows the tree of my ego 
Withered outside but green within. 
Why should | submit to your tyranny, 
Is not my God the same as your's. 
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FLOWER ON A GRAVE 


[live to confinn 
The authenticity of love. 


[ endure 
Because truth never dies. 


All my life 

[ have pursued Time. 
Perhaps one day 

bwill catch up with hum 
And ask: 

What is my destiny? 


~ 3] October 1952 
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FLOWER OS A ORAVE 


Inrroduction 


The whirlwinil 


which has just passed this way 


has heen passing 

for countless yeurs 
every diy 

exactly at this moment 
in the same direction. 


Yestenlay 

when | went forward 

to mect a 

it brushed me aside 

Saving: 

Lam Time 

and | do nat stop for anyone, 


————— ee 
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‘Flower on a Grave 


Poems from Ahmad Nadeem (asim 


Translated by Duna Aan! 


Flower on a Grave is one of the most representative selections of the 
legendary Urdu language Pakistani poet Ahmed Nadeem Qasimi, 
translated by Daud Kamal, a pioncer in translating Urdu poetry into 
English, 


With some fifty books of poctry, fiction, criticism, journalism and art co 
his credit, Qasim was a mapor igure in contemporary Urdu literature. 
His pocins are considered exceptional in terms of skill and language, not 
tO Mention creacivicy, 


The untlinching humanism in Qasimi’s poctry provides the reader with 
an opportunity to arrive ac the quintessential in his volumincus poetical 
output. lin the pocms we hind the langworous rhythm of Qasimi'’s carly 
work, as well as his epigrammatic portrayal of the human predicament 
inthe nuclear age. 


OXFORD | iii 
g°7 ) 


UNIVERSITY PRESS 


War OL Cera B019S°474978 
Www OLE coer RS 195 


Scanned with CamScanner 


